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	See Jedi Boogie

**See Jedi Boogie**

**By Allykat D. written in response to a JediHunks challenge**.

"Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said. He didn't look up from the book he was reading, instead using his Jedi senses to feel, rather than see, the furtiveness of his Padawan's measured footsteps across their apartment. Qui-Gon finally looked up and observe his apprentice stop, stare at his boot tips, then looked everywhere but at Qui-Gon. 

"Yes, Master?" the boy replied after a moment. 

"You weren't going to leave without telling me, were you?" the Jedi asked. 

"Ah... no, master." 

"Very well then, where you are going?" Qui-Gon wondered at the flush on Obi-Wan's young face. For the last five nights the young man had been sneaking out of the apartment and returning late. At least Qui-Gon allowed the boy to think he was sneaking out. 

"To, uh, well, Jaym is at the temple, you know, and he and I are going to uh, visit friends, uh, master," Obi-Wan replied, fidgeted and looked longingly toward the door. He would still not meet Qui-Gon's gaze. 

An apprentice was never to lie to their master, and Qui-Gon knew that Obi-Wan wouldn't lie to him, however, neither was he telling the entire truth. Jaym was Obi-Wan's friend. It was not out of character that Obi-Wan would want to spend as much time with his friend as possible. At any moment, they could be dispatched on another mission. Qui-Gon had to wonder what the young Padawans were up to for Obi-Wan to behave in such a guilty fashion. 

"Be mindful young Padawan, and stay out of trouble," Qui-Gon said. At this moment he felt more like a concerned parent than the boy's Jedi master. "And try not to stay out too late. I would like to be in the exercise arena by tomorrow, Eight AM standard time." 

"Eight AM!" the apprentice burst out and took one step forward. He held out beseeching arms. "But master!" 

"Is that a problem, Obi-Wan?" Qui-Gon asked with an inquiring lift of an eyebrow. "Just because we are in between missions does not mean that we can be lax in our training." 

"Yes, master. I mean no!" Obi-Wan corrected, then grimaced and shifted from foot to foot, turned with his shoulders hunched and slapped a palm against the door lock. 

"Remember, eight AM sharp," the Jedi called after his apprentice. 

Qui-Gon stared at the closed door for a moment, a frown furrowing his brows. He knew Obi-Wan was up to something, but the boy was eighteen now, a responsible lad and a mindful pupil. He could look after himself. The Jedi sighed, he sometimes forgot that despite Obi-Wan's serious demeanor, he was still a youngster and had a lot to learn. 

The Jedi Master had just put aside his book and settled comfortably into a meditation trance when an incoming holo message chimed. He clenched his eyes tighter, trying to ignore the sound and attempting to settle deeper into the trance. He opened one eye and growled in his throat. It wasn't working. He got up, crossed the room and pressed the receive button. 

To his surprise it was Mace Windu. He looked tired and Qui-Gon mentioned that. 

Mace shook his head and rubbed the back of his neck. "The Malstarian senators have lodged a complaint against the Bothan senators and Chancellor Valorum requested that the council mediate." The Jedi shook his head. "I'm always amazed at how much a Bothan senator can say without really saying anything." 

"I thought you always knew that, my friend." 

Mace laughed. "How can I forget? We just finished up and I need to get out of the temple for a while. I heard your mission has been cancelled and I was thinking about our old haunt. How would you like to head out there with me?" 

"The Spy Net?" Qui-Gon asked. It had been a favorite eatery of many Jedi. It was quiet where one could talk without having to shout. Qui-Gon hadn't been there in, oh, at least ten years. He hesitated, then realized a relaxing evening with his old friend would do him some good. "Obi-Wan is out with Jaym for the evening, so there's nothing to keep me in." 

"Very good," Mace said and steepled his fingers. "I will meet you up at the transport hangar in an hour, say at 9pm?" 

Qui-Gon agreed and ended the transmission. He spent so little time on Coruscant that it wouldn't hurt to take advantage of the lull between missions. And, he reminded himself, now that Obi-Wan was older the council dispatched them on increasingly dangerous missions. He didn't want to sound fatalistic, but he needed to take advantage of moments such as these. 

An hour later he found Mace waiting for him in the main hangar by one of the council's transport. They both wore their Jedi clothing and robes. Mace's robes were in better shape; he spent all his time now on the council and had not taken a new Padawan since his last, almost two years ago, who had past the trials and become a Jedi Knight. Qui-Gon made a mental note to have a new set of robes made. Mace offered to pilot the transport. Qui-Gon sat back, looked out the large viewport and enjoyed the setting sun reflecting off the high towers and buildings of Galactic City. Sometimes the city felt claustrophobic with its endless city sprawl, but at the end of a mission, he always looked forward to returning to the temple. 

"Do you remember where the Spy Net is?" Qui-Gon asked, breaking the comfortable silence. 

"I think," Mace replied, but sounded doubtful. He maneuvered the transport through Galactic City's heavy air traffic and banked it into a higher traffic lane and merged between two other transports. "In fact, I thought it was just ahead near the shopping hub, but it appears there are some new buildings over it." He nodded toward a wide pedestrian thoroughfare far below lined with glass and durasteel buildings. 

Qui-Gon wasn't surprised that neither of them could remember Spy Net's exact location. It had been ten years since he and Mace had visited the quiet restaurant and lounge. Since nothing in Coruscant was ever torn down, the city level just kept rising and new buildings were continually built over the tops of older buildings. 

"Let's land and have a look around," Qui-Gon suggested. 

Mace agreed with a nod and moved the transport out of the main traffic lane and toward an area of landing platforms. They disembarked down the landing ramp to the platform and down a lift to a crowded boulevard lined with shops, entertainment spots and drinking establishments. Humans and aliens from across the galaxy strolled down the thoroughfare, enjoying the fading rays of the setting sun and the cool air. Despite the myriad of beings, the Jedi attracted no small amount of interest. It was unusual to see Jedi among the common population of Coruscant. 

"I think it was down this way," Qui-Gon indicated to their left, ignoring pointed stares. Mace nodded and they headed west toward a park of trees, shrubs and benches. 

Some time later they both stopped and looked around, perplexed. The Jedi had to admit that they were lost. 

"I have a feeling that we may need to go down a few levels," Qui-Gon said at last. "This is all new." 

"I think you're right." Mace indicated another lift that traveled down into the lower levels of the city. "Let's go." 

They stopped on the second level down, then the third, and finally on the forth they spied a storefront that looked familiar but the name was different. 

"I'm certain this is it." Qui-Gon pointed to the familiar façade of the store opposite the lift. "That used to be a wine shop." 

"I don't know...," Mace said as he turned a slow circle and looked around at the dilapidated buildings. "The neighborhood has changed. I have a feeling The Spy Net isn't going to be what we remember." 

"I have to agree," Qui-Go returned then straightened, his head snapped around and his gaze sharpened. He had distinctly felt a familiar ripple in the Force. _Obi-Wan?_ Qui-Gon thought. What would Obi-Wan be doing down here? He doubted if Mace could sense the presence of Obi-Wan; it was a mental link shared only between master and Padawan. Until he knew what was going he didn't want to explain. "I think I want to look around." 

Mace frowned at Qui-Gon for a moment then nodded.  Together they traveled down the dark street lit by glow globes; the sun's brightness no longer shone on this level and it never would again. Soon, Qui-Gon found himself looking at a very familiar building façade. Though now it wasn't called The Spy Net it was called The Naked Mime. 

"I think this is it." Qui-Gon indicated the building with flashing glow signs and glow rods imbedded into a clear plasti-steel door. A modified 3PO unit, acting as a bouncer, stood out in front. A line of females, human and alien, streamed through the door. 

Mace squinted. "I think you're right," he finally said. "It looks familiar, but it isn't The Spy Net." 

"It appears our favorite place has been assimilated by the invading culture of this level." Qui-Gon shrugged. "We wasted an hour looking for it, we might as well go in."  He didn't say that he felt Obi-Wan's present more strongly then ever. He was certain his Padawan was inside. 

"Does this have to do with whatever it is you felt a few blocks back?" 

So Mace had felt something. Qui-Gon nodded. "I would like a quick look. We can always have late dinner in my apartment." Qui-Gon strode forward, Mace beside him looking doubtful and eyeing the place with a frown. 

The bouncer droid looked them up and down. "We've been expecting you," it intoned. Qui-Gon looked at Mace who shrugged. "You need to enter through the entertainer's entrance in the rear of the building." 

"But we're not--," Mace began. 

The droid waved impatiently when it spied another approaching throng of females. "Go in. Go in," it said "you can get backstage through the door behind the far bar." 

"I have a bad feeling about this," Mace said. 

They walked in and found themselves in a large, dark room with a high pitched ceiling. Spiraling colored lights and sparkling strobes circled the room in a dizzying spiral. A heavily synthesize beat synchronized with the lights vibrated the room. With the mass of bodies pressed together, the air was stale and smelled faintly of sweat. Male dancers of assorted species, and in various stages of undress, writhed within cages suspended from the ceiling by chains. All the patrons, except for the two Jedi masters, were female. 

"Ah, I think you're right about one thing. This was a bad idea," Qui-Gon said. Still he was reluctant to leave. Obi-Wan was here, but what would his Padawan be doing in this place? Standing head and shoulders above the crowd, he looked across the gathered female faction. At one time, during an earlier era in his life, he would have stayed to enjoy all this feminine company, but now the pounding music merely hurt his head. 

"Let's go," Mace said, and at Qui-Gon's nod he started through the milieu, while ignoring the interested glances of more than several young women. Qui-Gon tried to stay with his friend but found himself separated. 

"Are you really a Jedi?"  A human female sidled up to him. She had long dark hair and wore a skintight, cleavage busting leather top and a short silver metallic-looking skirt that displayed her long shapely legs to advantage. Qui-Gon guessed he was easily old enough to be her father, but the age different didn't deter her. She touched his brown robes and then leaned closed to him, her ample breasts pressing into his arm. It took supreme effort for Qui-Gon to pull his eyes away from that display of tantalizing flesh. It was true he was a Jedi, but he wasn't a monk and it had been many months since he'd considered a woman in the way he was now considering this one. 

"A friend told me that Jedi make incredible lovers. She said it has something to do with the Force." She batted her eyelashes up at him and ran a finger down his chest. "I would love to find out for myself." 

Qui-Gon gently grasped the inebriated female's slender wrist in his hand and was about to set her away from him when the announcer rattled his microphone and cleared his throat. 

"And now ladies," called the multi-limbed and multi-eyed announcer in accented Basic, "this is the moment you have been waiting for, the main attraction. Get your credits ready for here is the one, the only, **JEDI MASTER!**" 

A bass-heavy synthesized drum flourish followed and incredibly the crowd fell silent and all lights focused on a raised stage. The young woman, without further protest, moved away from Qui-Gon, her eyes trained on the stage, her lips slightly parted. 

_Jedi Master?_ Qui-Gon silently mouthed the words. 

To a steady, hard beat that pounded in Qui-Gon's ears, yet had the rest of the crowd clapping and swaying, a robed figure pranced onto the stage. The voluminous brown robes were that of a Jedi and the large cowl hid the charlatan's face. Qui-Gon pursed his lips. This was a mockery. He quelled the urge to stride up to the stage, pull that charlatan off and give whoever it was a long lecture. 

The dancer moved his body sinuously, then flipped off the heavy Jedi hood. 

Qui-Gon stared. He blinked. He took two steps forward and stared some more. His mouth fell open. 

It was Obi-Wan Kenobi. 

His Padawan. 

The loyal and dedicated Jedi apprentice. 

The serious and sober Jedi apprentice. 

Qui-Gon had a former Padawan fall to the darkside, but there didn't exist words to describe this insult to the sanctity of Jedihood. 

"Oh, he is so incredible," breathed the young human female who had accosted Qui-Gon earlier. "Do you think he's a real Jedi?" she asked a pal who wore an equally rapturous expression on her young face. 

"Who knows," she replied and licked her lips. Her gaze never leaving the stage. "And looking like he does, who would care?" 

On stage, Obi-Wan began to slowly shed his brown Jedi robe. At a teasing glimpse of skin, the women cheered and began to chant. 

"Take it off! Take it off!" 

Chagrined, Qui-Gon looked desperately around the crowd. He hoped that Mace had made it outside and wasn't witnessing this appalling display. He didn't see the other Jedi master, but his eyes alighted on the only other male in the place. Jaym. Qui-Gon's hands clenched against his thighs. The Padawan was standing with his back partially toward Qui-Gon; he was dressed casually without his usual robes and Jedi attire. His long blonde Padawan braid fell down over his broad back. Two adoring females hung off each arm, their rapturous gazes alternated between him and Obi-Wan on the stage. 

So this was what Obi-Wan meant by visiting friends! Qui-Gon ground his teeth, trying to control his anger. 

Qui-Gon looked back toward the stage. Obi-Wan flung off the robe to reveal nothing on his muscular body save a tiny g-string leaving little to the imagination. Qui-Gon groaned in embarrassment. The women went crazy. 

"Jedi! Jedi! Jedi! Jedi!" they all screamed deliriously. 

"I think I'm going to faint," sighed the female reverently. Woman of all races and species flocked three deep to the stage to slip credits into the g-string of the gyrating Jedi. 

_Enough!_ This had gone on long enough. Qui-Gon spun on his heel, his robes billowing out behind him as he stalked toward Jaym. 

The Padawan kissed one of the girls deeply as he ran a hand over her rear end, then he began nibbling on her on her neck. He then he looked up, started to look down then looked back up sharply. His mouth soundlessly formed the words _'oh shit'_. 

"Ma-Ma-Master Qui-Gon!" Jaym stuttered as the figure of the tall Jedi master loomed over him. He shook off the women and retreated until he bumped up against the wall. Qui-Gon stalked him, anger in the harsh lines of his face. "Wha-wha-wha-what are you doing here?" 

"I should ask the same of you," Qui-Gon ground out. "What is this all about?" 

"Uh, we uh, we're uh, Obi-Wan and I, uh!" Jaym stammered and tried to smile, but it faded under Qui-Gon's withering glare. 

"We are Jedi! We are not... not..." at that unfortunate moment, Qui-Gon looked to the stage to see Obi-Wan shimmy to a crouching position to allow two woman to slip credit in his G-string and give him a kiss. For once, Qui-Gon was a loss for words. "We are not this!" he finally shouted, gesturing toward the stage. 

"Bu-bu-bu-but Master Qui-Gon, we wanted to help!" Jaym burst out. He wasn't making any sense. 

"Help who and what!" Qui-Gon was incensed. He grabbed Jaym by the arm and pulled him across the room toward the stage, pushing through the crowd and ignoring startled looks cast their way. 

* * * * 

Obi-Wan shimmied across the stage. The first time he had tried this, he seriously doubted he could go through with it. Just the sight of all those cheering women made his stomach cramp and his tongue stick to the roof of his mouth. But to his surprise, he found he could dance, and the females seemed to enjoy it. He dropped to the floor and smoothly executed several one-arm pushups with his right arm, and then transferred to his left and executed several more. The women cheered and yelled and pushed harder toward the stage. The credits he made were impressive too, and that was what this was all about, making credits. But couldn't he get a little enjoyment out of it? If Qui-Gon knew about this, he'd be apoplectic with fury. Obi-Wan hated deceiving Qui-Gon 

That quandary suddenly became a mote point. 

The man, standing head and shoulders above the surging mass, was none other than his master. Jaym, his arm held captive in one of Qui-Gon's large hands, gave Obi-Wan a helpless shrug and a scared grimace. 

_Oh crap,_ thought Obi-Wan. He and Jaym were definitely caught in deep space with a broken cruiser. He backed away from the furious glower of his master. His own smile towards the cheering mass was forced as he retrieved his robes and scooped up the credits thrown on the stage. The thumping beat of the song faded and he disappeared behind the stage to an area filled with milling males, alien and human. A dark skinned alien with brilliant blue eyes and muscles bulging over every inch of his body, clapped Obi-Wan on the back. 

"You really got 'em in a frenzy," he said with a broad grin that displayed sharp canines. He disappeared on to the stage the music almost drowned out by cheers and catcalls. 

Obi-Wan found a clean towel and a quiet corner and mopped the sweat off his neck and chest. This was not good. How in the galaxy did Qui-Gon find him? Obi-Wan dropped his head in his hands and took a deep breath. He felt an uncomfortable spike in the Force and looked up as Qui-Gon, with a hard grasp still on Jaym's arm, easily manipulated the back stage bouncer with a wave of his hand and a push of the Force. He stalked up to Obi-Wan and glared down. 

Obi-Wan had never seen his master this angry. He opened his mouth to explain but his master cut him off. 

"I'm not in the mood to hear it. Get dressed, we're leaving," the Jedi Master ground out. 

Obi-Wan flinched and nodded. He did have a good explanation for all this, but Qui-Gon did not appear to be in the mood to listen. Morosely, the Padawan nodded and began to pull on a plain pair of black pants, a white tunic and a pair of knee-high black boots. 

He glanced past his master and held his breath. 

"Master, boogie!" 

"What?" Qui-Gon returned, perplexed at Obi-Wan's sudden change in demeanor. "What's this boogie?" 

"It means _run!_" Jaym translated and looked desperately over his shoulder. 

Hoards of adoring female fans had broken past the backstage bouncer and were running toward the Jedi. 

"The backstage door," Obi-Wan said as he threw his Jedi robe around his shoulders and took off at a dead run. A quick glance over his shoulder assured him that Jaym and Qui-Gon followed. 

The three barreled out the back door and almost ran over Master Mace Windu. 

"What is going on!" Mace shouted, then over Qui-Gon shoulder he saw the mass of females hot on their heels. No other questions were necessary. 

They sprinted down the crowded thoroughfare, pushing aside pedestrians and looking for a lift to the upper levels. Obi-Wan ducked into an unlit trash-strewn space between two buildings. Jaym and the two Jedi masters followed. As the screaming mass neared their hiding place, Qui-Gon lifted his hand and used the Force to send the women rushing past without one looking into the shadowed alleyway. 

Obi-Wan watched them disappear, heaved a breath of relief, then looked up in the stern face of his master. He realized he wasn't out of this yet. He tried to explain again. 

"Master, I know how this looks but--." 

"Silence!" Qui-Gon shouted. Obi-Wan and Jaym both flinched. They looked toward Mace Windu but no quarter was forthcoming. He crossed his arms, his eyes like a Hoth storm. Qui-Gon continued: "I am not interested in what you have to say!" His large hands clenched at his side and Obi-Wan wondered if his master would strike him. 

_Ho boy,_ Obi-Wan thought, this was much worse then he had thought. He followed the two Jedi masters out of their hiding space and toward a lift that would take them to the city's top level. He exchanged a glanced with Jaym and wondered if he looked as cowed as his friend did. 

"This was a bad idea," Obi-Wan whispered. 

"That's the buggering understatement of the millenium," Jaym whispered back. "You and your great ideas are going to get us banished to the bleakest corner of the frigging outer rim." 

"At least I was willing to do something to help--." Obi-Wan snapped his mouth shut and he lapsed into miserable silence at Mace Windu's withering glare. 

* * * * 

Qui-Gon couldn't recall ever being this angry at Obi-Wan, even 'angry' did not describe his emotions. He was simply beyond furious. They had spoken very little since last night, and Qui-Gon was certain he wasn't capable of saying anything civil to his Padawan. Several times Obi-Wan had tried to speak with him, and he'd abruptly cut him off. He didn't want to hear it. How could he ever trust his Padawan again? 

And now, during their morning practice session, Qui-Gon let his lightsaber to do the talking, and though the blade was tuned low for the practice session, it could still give a good sting and a burn. Without sympathy, he stared down at Obi-Wan who had collapsed panting and exhausted to the exercise arena floor. Sweat plastered the Padawan's hair to his head. Circles of dark sweat stained his underarms and around his tunic collar. His sleeveless workout tunic and bare arms were scorched with numerous lightsaber burns. 

To Obi-Wan's credit, the Jedi master had to admit, he took the relentless punishment in silence, but he was no match for his master, one of the most talented swordsman to have past through the temple in close to five hundred years. Qui-Gon turned at a familiar thump thump sound of Master Yoda's gimer stick. 

The diminutive Jedi walked up, looked at Obi-Wan who lay crumpled on the floor, his breathing erratic, and then up to the tall Jedi. 

"A visitor, Obi-Wan has," Yoda said. Qui-Gon wondered at the enigmatic expression the older Jedi master's wrinkled face. 

"Obi-Wan is busy. Ask them to come back," Qui-Gon snapped. "Get up Obi-Wan! We're not finished." 

"Wait this can, wait the visitor cannot," Yoda persisted. He crossed to the young apprentice and laid a gnarled hand on his trembling shoulder. "Go Obi-Wan, excused you are for now." 

Slowly, painfully Obi-Wan picked himself up off the floor and looked at Qui-Gon who nodded shortly without speaking. Shoulders slumped, Obi-Wan limped over to where an older woman waited. Qui-Gon refused to allow himself to feel anything for his Padawan. The boy's conduct had been reprehensible. He deserved no quarter, no sympathy. 

"Angry you are with Obi-Wan?" Yoda asked. 

"Yes," Qui-Gon answered tightly. "He deliberately deceived me." He pursed his lips and nodded toward Obi-Wan's visitor. "Who is that?" Qui-Gon asked.  The human female wore a tattered shawl around her shoulders and her gray haired was pulled to an untidy bun. Despite her appearance, her expression was one of hope. 

Obi-Wan spoke with the woman for a moment then took her hand and helped her to a bench. Sitting next to her, he drew a drawn-string leather purse from inside his tunic and put it in her hand. From this distance, Qui-Gon could see tears sparkle in her eyes and she leaned over and gave Obi-Wan a kiss on the cheek. She then took his hand for a moment, spoke something that Qui-Gon could not hear, then got up and hobbled away. Obi-Wan wiped a hand across his brow then dropped his head into his hands. Qui-Gon could feel a force wave of Obi-Wan's pain from the numerous burns on his body. Still, the Jedi allowed himself to feel nothing. _Let this be a lesson to the boy._

"Mistress Vivian, she is," Yoda finally answered. "An administrator for one of the orphanages in this area. Close down her orphanage the owner of the building threatened. Put her and her homeless children in the streets, without food, and without shelter that would have." The wise Jedi blinked up at Qui-Gon. "Able to purchase the building and a large supply of food she was with the help of a generous benefactor." 

Qui-Gon stiffened, then he and took a step toward his Padawan. A chill of remorse traveled up his spine. He closed his eyes and groaned. How could he have doubted his Padawan? Obi-Wan was a kind and good boy. He had allowed his anger to control his emotions and cloud his judgement. Anger was the darkside, and he had allowed himself to be seduced. The darkside's evil made him ill-treat his Padawan. 

"Not always as they seem are motives. Selfish Obi-Wan is not," Master Yoda said gently, yet with a tinge of censure in his voice. "Next time perhaps the Master should listen to his Padawan and not the worst should he assume. If one jumps to conclusion, painful the landing might be." With that Yoda left, his gimer stick making rhythmic taps against the floor. 

Qui-Gon walked over to Obi-Wan. The boy looked up at the sound of approaching footsteps. At the sight of his master, he scrambled off the bench and, despite his pain and numerous wounds, defiance glimmered in his eyes and in the set of his chin. 

"I believe I owe you an apology, Obi-Wan," Qui-Gon said and laid a hand on the young man's shoulder. The boy's eyes grew wide and Qui-Gon continued. He wasn't accustomed to apologizing. "I am sorry. I should have known, I should have allowed you to explain." 

Obi-Wan blew out a long shuddering breath. "I never meant to deceive you master. I should have trusted you, and I should have told you the truth. I too am sorry." He cast his master a tentative smile. 

"It seems that we both have learned something from this." Obi-Wan rested a large hand on the boy's shoulder and felt and tension leave him. "Let's see what the Healer can do about those burn. Oh, and Obi-Wan." 

"Yes master?" 

"Next time you need to raise money for a good cause, talk to me and we'll find another way." 

Obi-Wan chuckled. "Yes, master." 

**The End**


End file.
